














lowed, for the darkened silence
would carry even the slightest muf-
fled whine inlo the ever-listening
ears of the enemy, Often I clasped a
buddy’s mouth to protect him from
his own groans. These were the or-
chestrations of war. The dirge of
darkness and death.

Caked with mud and blood, my
silent tears were cupped by the hand
of my God. | stared past the darkness
into the distant lights of His night and
fought off the temptation to ask,
Why? into the very face of God.

Instead, peace covered me like a
blariket as [ whispered the words of the
Psalm on which [ had grown fo fully
trust Sornetimes I spoke it softly to my-
self and sometimes loudly so others
could hear . . . “Yea, though [ walk
through the valley of the shadow of
death F'will fear no evil, for Thou are with
me. Thy rod and Thy staff they cornfort
me. Thou preparest a table before e in
the presence of mine enemies.”

It was then that I could feel, as it
were, the hand of God come down
and cover me while the storm of war
raged about. So near to me was His
presence that I felt if | were to raise
up quickly in the darkness | would
brush His robe,

The hurt in my heart for wanting
home was overridden by the desper-
ate need to stay alive long enough to
strike one more day from the calen-
dar and to dream of the Freedom
Bird that would one day take me to
those [ loved.

I came to understand that the safest
place in all the world is not necessarily
around those you love in a familiar set-
ting or the safety of your favorite
chair—but in the presence of God.

Called from the Mud

It was the worst of times, but if
was the best of times, for I learned to
lay my life into the hands of God and
fear nothing and, for a season, [ had
eaten from the table prepared by
God in the presence of my enemies,

Many thoughts filled my mind as !
watched and listened in complete
darkness of night. it was two or three
in the morning when I finished guard
duty that night in early September
and gently shook the man next to
me, for it was his turn to watch.

Now the night was calm, no shots
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or shouts couid be heard and there
was no fear. | lay back on that muddy
dike and looked up into the star-filled
sky. I closed my eyes and thanked my
Lord for the peace I felt, Though ex-
hausted and worn | did not fall asleep.
Instead, ! heard a call. A sweel voice
spoke to me and put into words what
[ had been feeling for days: / toant you
to preach the gospel!

How do you say no to your closest
Friend, your Protector and Savior? I
sperit the next hour giving God all the
reasons why He should call another,
but [ ended my talk with Him that
night by saying; “Lord, if you want
me to, I will preach Your Word.”

The First Sermon

[ left the field of battle one year to
the day from the time [ had arrived and
oh, how that Freedom Bird did soar. |
retumed home without a scratch to
the embrace of my wife and famnily,
and Deah’s 11-month-old fingers hug-
ging my neck and twisting my ears.

Six months later we said goodbye
to the United States Army from Fort
Hood, Texas. It was 9:00 p.m., Friday,
August 21, 1970, when we left Killeen,
Texas. We drove all night and stopped
over at my grandmeother’s home in
Salem, Arkansas.

That evening, late, the phone
rang. It was the pastor of Grandma’s

church and he wanted to talk with
me. He wanted me o preach for him
the next morning. What a shock.
God had not only heard that mud-
covered soldier on that starry night
say that he would preach, but He
was holding me to it!

I knew ncothing of preaching. 1
knew nothing of outlines, of homilet-
ics and such. I only knew that | must
answer, “Yes, [ will do it.”

The next morning was every bit as
frightening as a firefight when an el-
der of that church called on me to
take the stand for the first time. |
stayed in the pulpit less time than it
would take eight men to board a he-
licopter in a hot LZ. I read as my text
Psalrm 46 pausing at verse 10, “Be still
and know that [ am God.”

Delilah, Deah and I returned to our
families in West Virginia, back to the
home and church that had prayed for
and nurtured me. Reverend Billy
Samms was the new pastor who took
me under his wing and gave me op-
portunities to preach.

He often took me with him to
state and local conferences where
they would always call on him to
preach or say something, but instead

Ron Scoft heads back to the bush.


















































































